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praise the merest by-the-way vignette of a minor
character.

This was positively the only allusion we made that
afternoon to our immortal works. Indeed we talked
very little of them at any time, and then always
selecting some minor point for particular mention;
which, after all, is not a bad way of showing an affection-
ate appreciation of a piece of work done by a friend. A
stranger would have expected more, but, in a manner
of speakings Crane and I had never been strangers.
We took each other's work for granted from the very
first, I mean from the moment we had exchanged those
laudatory remarks alongside the Green Park railings.
Henceforth mutual recognition kept to that standard.
It consisted often of an approving grunt, sometimes of
the mention of some picked-out paragraph, or of a line
or only of a few words that had caught our fancy and
would, for a time, be applied more or less aptly to the
turns of our careless, or even serious, talks.

Thus, for instance, there was a time when I perse-
cuted poor Crane with the words " barbarously abrupt."
They occur in that marvellous story, "The Open Boat",
and are applied by him to the waves of the sea (as seen
by men tossing in a small dinghy) with an inspired
audacity of epithet which was one of Crane's gifts
that gave me most delight. How amazingly apt these
words are where they stand, anybody can see by looking
at that story, which is altogether a big thing, and has
remained an object of my confirmed admiration. I was
always telling Crane that this or that was "barbarously
abrupt," or begging him not to be so "barbarously
abrupt" himself, with a keen enjoyment of the incon-
gruity; for no human being could be less abrupt than
Crane. As to his humanity (in contradistinction to
barbarity), it was a shining tiling without a flaw. It is